


The Tngcd’e 

I fever he hatie wife, let her be made 
Asjmiferablcby the death of him, 

As 1 am made by my poore Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Chertfey with your holy load 
Taken from Patlies to be inferred there : 

And ftill as you are awearie of the w .sight. 

Reft you whiles 1 lament King Henries ceaife. ‘ 

Enter Gloflcr, 

<j/*.Stay you that fcca c the cc'rfe,^ fer it do wn« 
Z<r,What blacke magician coniu es vp this fend 
T o flop dcuoted charitable deecL? • e 

<y/p.V»Uaine,fct dowiie f he ccatfe, or by S.Paul, 

He make a coarfg of him tfiatdiiob'eycj, 

Gen. My L.'ftand^acke andt^tifiii^offinpalTe. 

Glo, Vntmnleri’lqg^li^thoil when l command, 
Aduanfc thy^Halbelf htgher thenrtiy breft. 

Or by Saint Pali) e lle fh| ke thee to my fobte, 

And fpurne vpon theebepgetfor thy boldner. 

La. What do you tremble, arc you all afraid* 

Alas, I blarney oti tipf for Vqtflfg morr all, 

And mMtai’.cye^^canjQoi'Q^f^He dmeJ, 

Auant thou dreadfullmihifter of hell, 

Thouhadft but power ouer hVitidmUbodie, 

His foule thou cahft hobhaye, 'therefdfebc|one« 

Gio. Sweet Saint, for charitie,be riaf focufft, 
Z/t.Foulc dtqdkLor fa|ic J hjeh.c€ and troi 
For thou haft made the happy earth thy hell 
Fild it with curling cryes, and dcejpc exclaimes. 

If thou delight f o .vie w thv Jiaine^S dec ds, 

Behold this patferne of thy b utcheries. 

Oh Gentlemen fee, fee dead Henries wound v 
Open their congcald mouths and bleed afrefh.' 
Blufhjblufh, thou lumpedf foule dcformitie, 

For tis thy prefence that exhales this blood 

From cold andemptie veynes where no blood dwel?» 
Thy deed inhumane and yhnaturall, 

Prouokes this deludge moft vnnaturall. 

Oh Gpd, which this blood madeft.teuehgcHis death: 
Oh earth which thislblood d r i n kft,* euic ri ^ C n is death : 
Either heauen with lightning ftiikc the mutthcrct dead; 
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Or earth gape open wide, and eate him quicke. 

As thou doeft fwallow vp this good kings blood, 

Which his Hcl gouernd arme hath butchered. 

Glo, Ladte, you know no rules of charitie. 

Which renders good for bad,bleffings forcurfet. 

La. ViHame, thou knowft no law of God nor man s 
Nobeaft fo fierce, but knowesfome touch of pime. 

Gio. But I know none, and therefore am nobeaft.. 

La. Oh wonder full when dcuils tell the truth. 

Cjlo. More wondctfull when Angels are foangry, 

V ouchlafe diui ne perfe&ion of a woman, • 

Of thefe fuppofed cuils ro giue me leaue, 

By ctrcumlfance but to acquire my felfe. 

La. Vouchfafc defufed infection of a man, 

For thefe knowpe curb but to giue me leaue. 

By circumftance tocurfe thy curfed felfe, 

Glo . Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me hauc 
Some patient leifurc to excufe my felfe. 

La. Fouler then heart can thinke thee, thou canft make 
No excufe currant, but to hang thy felfe. 

Glo. By fuch difpairc I fhouid accufc my felfe. 

La. And by difparing (houldft thou Band excufde, 
Fordoing worthy vengeance on thy lelfe. 

Which dtdft vd worthy (laughter vpon others. 

Glo.Siy that I flew them not. 

La. Why then they are not dead : 

But dead they are, and diueltfh flauc by thee. 

Glc, I did not Vill- your husband. 

La. Why then he is aliue, 

Cjlo, Nay, be is dead and flaine by Edwards hand. 

La, In thy foule throat thou lyeft, Queene Margret favv 
Thy bloodiy faulchion fm king in his blood, 

Tlie which thou once didf 1 bed againft her breft. 

But that thy brother beat afide the poynt, 

Glo , I was prouoked by her flaunderous tongue 
Which laid their guilt vpon my guiltleffe (boulders. 

La, Thou waft prouoked by thy bloodie mindc. 

Which neuer dreamt on ought but butcheries. 

Didft thounot kill this king? _ C'4-.Igrantycc* 
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